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Our next halt was fifty miles from Bawani Mundi,
at Dug on the frontier of Kotah State. We pitched
our tents behind the thick walls of its ancient keep.
This massive fortress rises superbly in the depths of a
jungle where, so we were informed, four very large
tigers had been lairing for a week.
No railway serves this region, nor has Progress,
after Death the greatest leveller, laid its flattening
hand on the rugged outlines of the old citadel.
The little village, crouching in its tutelary shadow,
has kept intact its trim simplicity. Each of the
houses opens on a terrace, a trellised balcony floats
from every window, the streets are tidy as a well-
swept parquet. By night the criss-cross of fiat, ter-
raced roofs looked like a vast grey net spread out
along the ramparts' base. A yellow glow of oil-
lamps hung on gable-ends flickered at the corners
of the empty streets. One had glimpses of poor folk
huddling in dark recesses, and now and again a
mysterious figure, carrying a sword that jerked up at
each step the edges of his cloak, would stride forth
from a house and, swaggering through a lamp-lit
square, evoke preposterously a Dumas hero. In
fact, as seen thus from the bastions, Dug looked
like an ancient hamlet sleeping in the darkness of
a mediaeval night.
Like the inner courtyards of old feudal keeps,
that of the citadel was always thronged with market-
carts and post-horses, with men-at-arms and
bearded henchmen who kept watch, singing or
sleeping round us, day and night. Pitched in a
corner of the yard, our tents showed dazzling white
against the old grey walls. Between their somno-
lent forms and the great entrance gate, where,